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Chapter ‘1]-—-1"::‘ Red-Whiskered |

“What a queer place for a rich man's |
relstives to live!" thought Christopher,
looking up in a puztled way at the

i tall, dilapldated house In the Jewish

quarter of Amsterdam, In front of
u which he stopped Scarlet Runner,

Christopher, who by #special ar-
rangement and extra payment had
brought the motor across from Eng-
lsnd on the night boat to the Hook of
Holland, had spun nlong good clinker
| roads, bowling hia car and his one pas-
. senger Into Amsterdam In time for a
late breakfast. That menl he had tak-
en at a hotel, while his employsr
(unknown to him o few doys before)
had driven off in a cab to the houss
of a relutive, who wans expected to join
the party for a week's run through
Holland. Instructions were that, after |
breskfast and a coupls of hours' rest, |
Christopher waa to call ot a4 cnrluin;
nddress

Here he wan, then, in front of the
house, an anclont, secretiveslooking
building that nodded forward an If it
time to tumble into ruln might come
At any moment; and a vagus suspleion
of mystery In hip errand osuddenly
stole into Christopher's mind.

The young man with the features,
pearine and manner of an Englinh-
man, the neeent of Oxford, and the
name of & Dutchman, Van Cortlandt
—had seemed frankness (taelf. He had
Innisted (nm he waw o stranger te
Christopher and the car wan (o be
taken out of En:llm!'.l upon paying
fitty pounds In advance. He had been
an agresable companion during the
run, showing himself a commopolitan
e of the world, of litera-
ture and of drama.  Christopher was
inclined to lke and admire hin pas-
senger, and fancled that the Dutch
cousin to be visited in Amsterdam |
woud turn out a merchant prince. Yet
this wan the cousin's house; (he hour
?pulnud had passed, and young Mr,

'ortlandt seemed In no hurry to ap-
pear with his relative,

It was o house, Christopher told
himself, where lhiuﬁu might hllrﬁﬂ!‘l:
and wasn't It, now he came to think
of it, & Nile odd that Van Cortlandt
had ssked him to walt without send-
ing in word or mannouncing his pres-
ence In any way?

When he had sat In front of the
house for a quarter of af hour, Chris-
topher stopiped the motor, and It was
Just after he had done thig that the
door opened and o girl camé out. She
wore A blue timsue vell draped over
her hat, and the long ends futtered

cefully behind her in the slght
recze.  Bhoe was dremsed In n neat,
innonspiovous tallor sult of dark gray, |
and carried In her hand u roll of|
miusle in a loather case, Perhaps it
WaE Vi on Christopher's part, but
he fancied thut the Ilarge eyos glim-
mering alluring

through the vell
rested upon Bcarlet Runner with in-
terest and even curfonity. He watched
the girl an she walked to the corner,
and at the end of the ntreet anw her

Immediately aftorwirds
had been staring almlessly
al the bottles in a choap hairdrosser's
shop on the other alde of the way be-
cams abruptly awars that he hud
been waisting time. Iis hurrried off
in the direction the girl had taken and
mlno a cab, #o promptly as to
w! the Idea that it had been

ting hin orders.

“Doean't look like the sort of fel-

low who could afford to drive,” Chris-

her sald to himeelf, faiotiy inter-

e, und so forgetting hin own affairs
for tho inmtant that it was a surprise
suddenly 1o wsee Mr. BHun van Cort-|
Inndt standing In the streot,

How he had got there Christopher
was not sure, but one thing was cor-

i he had not come out of the
bullding In front of which Soarlet
Runner had been walting for nearly
half an hour. There wias a vague nus-
piclon in the mind of Seariet Run-
ner's owner that his emplayer had run
down the gteps of a house two donrs
farther on, but his thoughts had been
8o ocoupled with the dol of others
at the instant that he could not have
sworn 1o (hia had it besn to save his
own lifé or Van Cortlandt's.

“Sorry 1o have kept you waiting,
sald the other. "It was unavoldable."
He paused for a moment, evidently
having something more he wanted to|
l-.r and not knowing how best to say |
18 |

“And I'm morry, too,” Mr. van Cort-
Iandd went on, “that all my plane are
changed. My counin, who was to have
gone with me on thin motor trip, can't |
pe—family aMietion, somothing quite
sudden; and that being the case, 1
feel it would be hard-hearted, an well
ns gloomy, to make the tour without
Him. Hawever, you shan't suffer in
any way by the change, Mr. Race, for
matiers betweén us shall stand exact-
Iy as If 1I'd been using your car for

@ next week, as arranged; but T've
made up my mind to turn round and
o back to England today. after all.
\ pher was sorprised, but he'
showed no astonishment. He merely |
regretted, civilly, that there was trou- |
ble In Mr. van Cortlundt’s family nnd
disappolntment for Mr, van Cortlandt
himanlt,

Nothing could have besn pleasanter
or more friendly than the manner of
the two young men In discussing the
wituation; mevertheless, Christopher
had a strong, If inexplieable, convic-
ton that, in some way and for some
reason thus f#r Incomprehenaible, he
had been m tool in the hands of the|
other: that no sudden aMiction had
befallen the Amsterdam relatives of
Mr. van Cortlandt; and that Mr. van
Cortlandt had never really intended
to take the trip he professed to aban-
don with so much reluctance,

“We will go back now t your hotel,
and %k up the sult oase which |
usked you to leaye there until my

lans were mettled,' sald Van Cort.

dt.  “There ought to be time for
lunch, too; but ms we have to arrange
for the shipping of the car tonight I
don’'t want contretemps, and 1
think we had ter order plenty of
food and drink to take on board
. and eat by the way whenever we
1 Inclined.”

Cristopher turned the pr | over

the |,

All Foreign Rights resgrved.

wise there might he a misunderstand-
ing. Also he was to order something
to eat and drink on the Journey
Christopher agresd, wondering, half
humarously, half anxiously, if the plot
consisted in making off with Scarlet
Runner during hin absence.

During one of the moments when
Chimopher's attention was  diverted
from his best-loved possession, Mr
van Cortlandt left his seat and began
oxamining the car with frank interost
Hin buck was turned to the door of
the hotel, where Christopher stond
gunrd, but when the owner of the car
vame hurriedly out, accompanied by n
parter with the sult case and o waller
with 4 neat parcel, the passenger wis
peering Into the petrol tank. "You're
sure there l6'nl rather & queer small 7"
he Inguired.
there was bad onrburetion, or some-
thing."

Christopher, quick In defenne of his

darling, denied the bad carburstion, |

and explained to the amateus that,
even If It had existed, the petrol in
the tank could have nothing lo do
wish (L.

They had an uneventful drive to the
Hook, Christopher, who Intended as
n matter of course to guard the car
on board the boat, expected that his
sl.mnlor would take o cabin and rest

uring the passage, which promised
to be disagresable uwing to the
steamy, unseasonable heat of the
waoather. Hut Van Cortlandt would not
hear of leaving hin chauffeur to get
through the night alone. That would
not he “mporting,” msald he; and the
two spent the seven hours of the voy-
age together, never for a second out
of wight of Scarlet Runner.

It was the gray, misty dawn of & mid-
Augunt da,
harbor. The passengern looked whad-
owy and anxioun s ghosts who hag
Just been ferried moroms the Btyx
Christopher und his companian had

nat seen any of thelr fellow-suffarers
during the night, as they had got on'

board earller than the others, on wo-
count of the car. As they were some-
whit out of the way of the passin-
crowd, and could not Jeave the ship
until every one elas had gone, they
would in all probability have got off
ns they had got an, without meeting
a soul, had not & young wommnn, with
a modest alr of wishing to escapo ob-
wervation, flitted outl of the way of the
rmmurn presuing up from the cah-
ns

Ghe wore n neat. dark gray tallor
sult; her hat was drapped with o blue
Hrsue vell which fell over and wov-
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took off her vell and made a scarf of

under her chin, Thus Christopher's
wish was gratified, and he saw that
she wus very pretty, even pretter
than he had dared to picture  her,
after that tantalizing glimpse of big,
dark, cyea

Bhe was distinctly of the gypay type,
with a dusky color coming and going
under the brown of her peach-smooth
cheekn Deep dimples sprang Into
life as she lnughed, her great black
eyes were exceadingly brillinnt IIT
full of expression. while every littfe
gesture had an individunl grace and
eloquence which spoke of a singularly
vivid personality. There was no doubt
that she was o lady: and  the first
words that Christopher heard her
speak told him that she was an Amer-
lean. 1o apite of the Uresome journey
and the heat of the day, the girl was
sparkling w the joy of youth and
life, nnd wan childinhly dellghted with
the prospect of several hours' spin In
o fine automoblle. Possibly. too, Von
Cortlandt's presence had something to
do with her pleasures; In any case (t wis
plain that she was an object of deep
interest to the young man, who could
scarcely take hiv eyes from her faoe

The man on the front seat woe -

“I thought as we came |

when the boat slowed Into |

ered her face; and she carried In her
hand u lonther-caned roll of mumic,

"Ny Jove!" mutlered Van Cort-
Inndt under his breath; and Insiantly
It waa elear to Christopher that he was
not alone In recognising the pretty,
wmirliah figure.

Roce kept silence; but the other
rtnrted forward, and without foining
the girl, approached near enough to
enll her In o low volo# without bging
henrd by any of the more distant pas.
rengers.  Watehing Intently, Christo-
pher saw her- mar,, poer anxlounly
through the blue eloud of her vell
(which she dld not lift, and then Mt
quiekly up to Van Cortlandt I':vl-|

dently It was as great n surprise for
her to moe him as (t was for him to
find her on hoard. But they tatked |
togather in whinpers, speaking with
intenss earnvatness, the girl's back
turned to the groups of passengers
who stood or moved about on deck.

Among thess, however, was an old-
orly, spectacled man, with old-fash-
loned slde-whiskers, turning gray from
mandy red, while whaggy brows and
lank hatr matehed In color the griz-
tled, reddish bunches on  his  thin
cheelm, He wore a soft felt hat, which
looked as If he had aslept In It, and
An overcoat so much too heavy for
the heat of the weather that he must
have suffered from ita welght. Sop-
arpting Wimself from the llne of pas-
nengers forming to leave the ahip, he
strolled townards the retired spot where
Van Cortlandl und the girl In the blue
vell wers talking together. Then sud-
denly his eyes behind his spectacies
lighted upon Van Cortlandt's face and |
lingered for an instunt, his expression
changing.

parently far from belng as well satis-
fled with his situntion s the othors
He pulled his hat us far down as jods
wtble to keep the dust out of his eyes,
turned up the eollar of his overcoat,
then nervously unbuttened the groat

cause of n person who aparently
| and who

Ccarringe

climbed
at the

into
laat

her rallwuy
minute, she

!'move, risking trouble with Dutch of-

i ficials, to say nothing of broken bones
| Bhe Is o brave girl. But 1 knew that
before hand” And Han Van
landt gave Miss Warren a look which,
If he had wished to hide his feelings
for her, would have been, to suy the
least, imprudent.

“l was quite sure Imagination had
| nothing to do with It," Jacobs insisted,
anxlous to  cxonerate  himself. “Of
| course, the man muy have been only
an ordioary plekpocket, Hut do
Iook llke o man whose pocket would
bie worth pleking? This Is te watch |
cirry aboutl with me" And, some-
what ostentatiounly, he pulled out a
plain old gun-metal watch,
| Christopher heard this talk with In-
tereat, and confeesed to himaelf that,
though It waan't “hin affale,” he would
like to know the naturs of the mes-
mage to which the man beside him
| had wo cautiously referred.

Before them now Tose the splres
and the clustered roofs of a village,
and fis they entered 1t Jncobs, who had
been silent after putting away  his
witlch, turned agoin to speak to Van
Cortlandt.

It would be a great favor,” he said,
| "If you would be willing to make u
| #hart stop here, sir, only long enough
| fur me to send o telegram

Jumped out after the traln began to | side Inn not far

ahoulders ngainst It, as it draped the

it. which she tled over her head and | chased her in A cab from the firet. | back of the seat

Hull, he felt no better, and on com-
ing in sight of un old-fashioned rond-
outside the dark
fringe of London suburbs, he begged
that the car might pause at the door
long enough for him to gét a glass of

Cort- | brandy

“Hadn't you better walt o bit til) we

{ get farther on?" asked Van Cortlandt,

not unsympathetically. *“The stuff's
| sure to be had here”

| “Oh, sir, If you knew how faint and

| queer 1 fesl—"" faitered Jacobs: and

| Christopher hostily slowed down In

| front of the inn, where a small, un-|

| vovered nutomohile was nlready stand-
Ing, covered with fresh dust
The whiskered face wnas gray with
dust, therefore It wos |mpossible to
eee the natural stite of the sufferor's
complexion; but he sat with eyes haif
cipsed and head howed forward, as
If on the verge of unconsclousness, anid
Van Cortlandt Jumspes quickly out to
order the brandy Mise Warren
| sprang down from the ear wlas, com-
ing round to the front for pn anxious
| look at the slck moan's fuce, and to nsk
| If she could do anything. Sho had her
| lewther-cused music roll in her hand,
{and Christopher saw the dulled eyves
| of Jacobs glance ut i, from under

(drooping Hde

Then, just as Van Cortlandt would
have entered the lnn, out burst three
policemen.  “"We arrest you nil on

1 don’t| waprant, charged with theft,” called

sent! He'd just learned from

In blu
ner had got her speed again thres unj-

road.

Christopher's first thought was to
down to

| blame himselt for slowing

|l:|nm_-e behind; and to atone by mak-
ing a daah, scattering the

| might be conspirators in the
plot. BHut, even at a  distance,
clear-sighted eves recognized a fuce
he had geen before. Une of these po-
lieemen was n well koown  “moloer
trapper.” with whom Christopher had
come Into friendly contact more than
onee,  Whatever the men ot the inn
i mile back might be, 1} were

Vian
Cortlandt that thers were thges mes-

~oils; for before Scarlet Hun- )

formed figures leaped from behind
clump of trees to line up across the

men, who
same
his

und made no new suggestions, but
mounted to the seal beside Christo-

sengers Instead of one, and all. by 4| pher which Jacobs hod last vooupied,
queer chance, in this enr, Could he | giving at the same time & glance at
have wirad to bring thos luwd out? | his servants which sent them to &
What if they're not pol distonce.

As the lust word formed itself in Race did not begin his story at the
his mind it was as though it had veen | beginning, but very near the end,
a maglc summons to call up other men | glurring over what had happened ontil

he teachod the episode ot the Inn
When Maritz heard that Van Cort-
tnndt and Migs Warren had been
selzed by men o the dress of police=
men, his dark face suddenly paled.

ot my nephew told you to drive
on, to come here?' he demanded
tersnly.

“Yes, And I came ns fast as 1
eould, after sending buck three gens
uine policemen to the rescue™

*Phen where I8 thut which my
nephew trusted you to bring to ma?*

“He trusted me with nothing—aexs
eopt the semsn to understand his mean=
ing. But Miss Warren tossed her
musie roll into the car as [ shot away
from the tnn'

genuine servants of the law; and a vrhat was clever of her, nnd showed
brillinnt  tden  danced  into  Race's! that she |s the right kind of girl, But, =
mind. WIith the view of making It| though she thought she waa carrying 5

useful, he slowed down Instantiy.

“You've done the measured distance
nt o speed of Aty and a half miies an
hour,” sald the Inspector of  police,
whom Christopher rememberad,  his
| stop-watch In his huand “Where s
your llcense?"
|  “Here #t 1&g and here's my card,”
answered Race. “Don't you Know me,
inspector—in spite of the dust? And
don't you Know Searlet Runner?

“Why, ves AMr Hace, 1 recopnize
you mow,” said the policeman, “I'm
morry (0 say, however, as you were
going at such n speed—"

“Wirst offense, tsn't 0" lnughed
Christopher, “And when you ve heard
w oword or two, 1 think even you will
sy [ owud justifted In exceeding the
legal limit. Summon me If you think
right: hut go back now to the next
public houss snd rescue my pas-
sengers, ong of whom |s, I belleve, a
nephew of  the milllonndre, Potor
Maritz; e and the lndy with him

"WE ARREST YOU ALL ON A CHARGE OF THEFT, AND IT WILL BE BETTER FOR YOU NO T TO RESIST”

coat and threw It back, sighing witl
rollef.

“Whnt kind of o person was It wh
followed you, Jacobs?" the young mor
in the tonneau leaned forward to ush
after a long conversation with the wvir
who st beside him

Jacobs  swillowed  henvily,  an
Christopher saw his hand tighten e
the back of the sect ns he tuened 1o
answer:  “Don‘t you think, sir, that
1—that we—that It might be wisee not
to—*"'

Van Cortlandt laughed, “Oh, T see,
you think I'm Incautious in talking
buninees befors outalders? ‘That's ke
your prudence, which my uncle

deseribod to me when he showed me
your photograph the other day, ind
told me what wort of man I must ex-
pect to find. Hul, as n matter of fuot,
we can speak o8 among friend here—
now that our errand has been done
and we'ro close to home ngoing  This
young Indy, Miss Warren, hus been vy

1t wan at this moment that Christo- | the same mission that you and 1 have

her became uwars of the man's ox-
tence. He saw him giance at Van |

Cortlandt and turn away with some | jump.

alight suggestion of haste; but evi-
dently Van Cortlandt had rocognixed
It him another acquaintance., The|
face of his employer was turned from
Christopher, but the quick start for-
ward he mude told (ts own tale.

“Jacobs, is It ponsible?” Christopher
heurd Van Cortlandt ask.

The other man hesitated as if un-
willing to answer, and Van Cortlandt

apoke again sharply. “Surely you
;mg:llm me?  Surely you know who
AmT

"l—suppose 80, the stranger ad-
mitted it last.

"Then In Heaven's name, tell me—
In the name of ull the demons—why
you, too, are on board thiy boal, whan
you ought—"

But Race caught no more. The
sandy-whiskered man moved closor
o Van Cortlandt, and the two fell into
earnest conversation, to which the girt
listened without jolning in.

By thins time te boat was moored and
the people beginning to go off. Pres-
ently no one was left save Scarlet
Runner's owner, her late pussenger,
and that passenger's two new-formed
Acquaintances. As  the last group
ecrowded the gangway Van Cortlandt
came Lo RBace, leaving the gir! and the
elderly man standing together.

"I suppose you won't mind carrying
three of us instead of one?" he said,
"A young Indy I know has unexpect-
edly turned up, and a man with whom
I've had some business dealings. 1
had no idea they wers on board with
us untll I saw them this morning. In
fuct, it's only by a seriea of accidents
that they are not somewhsre olso,
But belng hero, and both bound for
London, if you don't object I waould
like to take them on the car. They
have nothing with them except hand
ugEage.”

Christopher answered that Searlot
!h!nn-r would not foel the difference

in his head, but could make nothing
mysterious of I1; nor had he got hold
of any further clue by the time Bear-
¢t Rugner had landed them at the
door of the old-fashioned Bible hotel.
When they arrived thers, he ex-
ted his passenger to in and mee
the fetching of the sult case, when
‘vam the frst, Christopher had ven-
vred to think father scanty provision
Lr a week's tour. But Van Cort-
nd had a different idea. He suggonst-
had for the

ttar
other-

+d, that aa Race
gl e gn g ot

two & and four; and
A8 poon as the car was on dry land
and ready to start the nowly wrranged
EAH.Y bourded her. Foarmerly Van
ortlandt had mat beside the driver,
and such luggage as the two young
men carried was in the tonneau. Hu,
now the old man was placed in front
with Christopher and Van Cortlandt
wia the girl's companion in the ton-
neau, the blg kit-bag und sultcase
being l:l.‘l.l on the roof,
Nelther of thr new occupants «f the
CAr Was perly ared for motors
ing. "As for the &irl, her hat wes low

and broad, and before starting sne

| mered Jacobs

been on."’

The man on the front seal muve o
“Bhe, uir! And you, too, the
same errand as mine!”

"Yen," said Van Cortlandt. “You|
probably guessed when you wore |n-
troduced to mo, over there, that you
weren't the only one sent."

“J—no reason was glven me fto
think that there were others'” stam-
“1 supposed that mine
wits—wns the only message.”

vosemsage’ In rather o good word
tor o coutious man Hke you," lnughed
Van Cortlandt. “You're quite right,
thera's only one real ‘message,’ as you
call 1t; but there are three of sorts
and each of us is carrying one.  Even
1 don't know which Is which. It Is
strange thing that wll three should
have been brought together in  thin
enr, when only one should have come
this way, another by Flushing, an-
other by Rotterdam, us an additionul
precadtion in case of ‘followers,” "

“1t in strange {ndeed,” sald Jocobs,
glancing stealthily at Christopher

“Oh, Mr. Race isn't in this, excepl
that he's taking us all to London as
fast ms he can get us  there—three
passengern Instend of one he'd enguged
fo transport. As for Miss Warren,
she's rather a celebrity, too. If you
were an American Instead of—what
to you eall yvourself, Jacoba?—you
would probably Kknow something
about Miss Constance Warren, ‘who
writes for the papers. When this
day's work Is over, she will be privi-
leged to make of |t what she would
eill & “story.” 1 got my uncle to em-
I:ID ¢ her, so that she might get a little

udos out of the thing after It was
well over, and the secret could be al-
lowed to come out. But you haven't
told me yel whal sort of person fol-
lowed you, and caused you to think
it would be wiser to come this way In-
wtead of going to  Flushing as  ar-
ranged. a

1t was n fat, Jowish-looking man;
sir," roplled Jucobs, becoming glib nt
st “1 eould hardly describe him
beyond that he had & hooked nose, a
large bluck beard, and was well
dressed. He kept pressing against me
in the rallway siation, and looked at
me with such particular interest thag,
when | gol a chance o esenpe in a
sudden press of the crowd—a lot of
emigrants pouring into the station—I
got away, and hastily declded to comae
by the Hook, 1 hope you think 1 did

and Van Cortlandt was satlsfied, as he

fon It

right 7
“Oh, quite, If you felt wure that your
Imagination wamn't

with you. Miss Warren's experlence

Was even more trylng than yours. Be-| not only st upon, but leaned both

playing  gamens |

“now If your uncle mentioned to you
that my wife (& i1l nnd worrying aboul
this trip of mine?"

Van Cortlandt consented to the
illght delay, and Christopher stopped
the car In front of the village post
Mee.  Jacobs serambed lightly down,
!lke n younger man than he appeareo
to be; wnd Christopher happened to
notice that his hands looked strong
and muscular. As he hurrled [nto the
postoffice Van Cortinndt strolled after
him, buying & few stamps and stand-
ing near onough to take a glance =t
the nddress on the telegram.  This
was not becnuse he distrusted Jacobs;
hut becnuse he had much at stake In
this venture, and could not afford to
thke chances. The cipher message
was unreadable, but the name of
Jacobs stood out plainly at the top,

had expected to be.

At Inst they were off again, bur-they
had not gone far »when Jacobs oried
nut that hia handkerchief had just
blown away. It was one he valued;
his wife had embroidered his initinls
enlly, he thought he saw It
caught In n bush a little way behind,
By Van Cortlandt's consent, Christo-
pher reversed the car and went back
for half a mile; but the handkerchlef |
was nol found, though Jacoba got out
and thoroughly ransacked a group of
bushes to look for (t, belng gono some
time. Returning, he rejoined the road
nhead of SBearlet Runner, which stood
throbbing impatient to be off; and
Christopher thought, as he ndvanced
towards the car, shaking his head and
bemoaning his loss, that he scattered
something by the way. Starting on
ngnin, with the nervous old man
hardiy settlod in hin place, thers came
o sharp explosion, and Scarlet Runner
had burst a tire.

The sudden sound gave Jucobs &
shock, which cauged him to grip the
ot nervously and cry out He had
never been In 4 motor before, he ex-
claimed, and thought that some one
must have shot ut the car,

Some  curfogs conjectures passed
through the mind of Race as he did
his work of repalring, with his three
passengors sitling, or walking up and
down, by the roadside. What he
thought he Kept to  himself, s it
would have been the helght of im-
propriety (o accuse, on the vaguest
suspicion, the trusted employe of his
own employer. Nevertheless, when
tho tire was changed and Scariet Itun-
ner on the way onee more, he threw
an oocasiondl keen glance at  the
whiskered face under the shudow of
the dusty hat-brim.

The doy grew more and moro sultry,
and the alr was 8o heavy that even In
driving thers was no freshness, The
thick dust also was very disagreeable,
especially for the two new members
of the party, who were unprepared for
motoring; and Christopher was not
surprised when, after about two-thirda
of the run to London, Jacobs com-
plained of headache and vertigo, It
was, he supposed, In an apelogetic
murmur, his inexperience In motoring,
as wall as having been somewhat up-
set at aea, which caused him to suffer
now; but Christopher sugsested that
It was far more Ukely to be the welght
of his big overcoat, und ndvised him
to take it off.

There were no pockals on the out-
side, but there might well be several
capacious hidden ones. And though
Jacobs seemed mo certain that the
contents of such pockels must be safe,
when he had taken off the overcoat he

(o)

vut one, "and it will be better for you
not to resist* .

But Van Cortlandt did reaist, and
vielently. Nt for himself alone, but
for the girl. Heé hurled off the man
who grasped him by the shoulder,
and, springing to the aid of Miss Wur-
ren, dashed uside the big fellow in
blue who would have selzed her by
the arm,

Instuntly Jacobs had wnked from
his dazed state Into vivid alertness
The third pollceman, who atisinpted
to ecateh Van Cortlandt  round  the
walst, wis went reellng by a4 back-
handed blow from a wtrong fist in
deadly enrnest; and, seelng this
violence, seeing nlso the lttle crowd
which quickly gathered at Van Cort-
landt's cry of “Help!" Jacohs slipped
out of the car, lithe as a snalke.

“Don't resst—aafer not (o reslst,
wir!” he eried; and, while apparentiy
washing to ald his putron, so stume-
bled against him as to fling him fito
the arms of the tallest policeman

Beeing himeelf trupped, Van Cort-
landt cried to Race, “Ninety-ninn Park
Lane!" and at the samo Instint some-
thing was tossed into the tonneni.
Quick as light, Christopher took his
cue and dashed off st spred. Jacobs

and one of the pollceman Learing
after him.
“Ninely-nine Park Lane! Nimely-

nine Park Lane!”

He seemed to hear Van Cortlandt's
volea =till enlling the direetivn in his
oArs.

At first the number had no speelal
meaning for him, but as his first hot
excitement cooled he renllzed that 93
Park Lane had some association of
Iimportance in his mind.

"By Jove, it's Maritz's houss!" he
exclaimed, And the mysiery of his
tour and the experiences attonding il
appeared suddenly to flash with ruln-
bow colors, clear and bright.  For
Marits was (and l8) & South Africun
milllonalre, president of the Rlue 8in-
bad Dinmond Mines, Limited. A
rumor hud been flitting about that he
had bought from the company that
great dinmond lately found In thelr
own fislds, named the New Koh--
Noor, and that, with the view of
currying favor in high circles and per-
haps securing o ttle, he intended to
present (L to the crown.

What if Van Cortlandt had lour-
neved to Amsterdum on business con-
cvorning the New Koh-l-Noar? The
culting of the diemond must have
been done there, and If the young man

were & nephew of Peter Marits
(Jacoba had talked about “vour
uncle), what more natural that he
should be trusted to bring it back

sufe, despite all attempts lkely to be
made upon it en route If the seuret
of the errand had leaked out?

With  these fhoughts Tunning
through his head, Christopher slowed
down Just enough (0 make it safe to
turn his head and give a quick glance
behind, to ses what thing had leen
thrown into the tonneau at the mo-
ment of his flight

It was Miss Warren's music roll,
and she must hiave contrived to touss
it there on learning from Van Cort-
landt's order that the car was to make
a break for freedom. In his hasts (o
ald his employer, or to mingle In the
tussie in some way, Jocobs had jumped
out, leaving his preclous overcoat;
therefore it was not strange that he
had run screaming after Scarlet Hun-
ner.

“From the first [ thought he was
disguired and woxlous Lo screen his
face from the light'" Christopher
thought *“That clpher telegram he

are the vietims of a plot, and have just
been arrestadd by three thleves dis-
guised as pollcemen. They appenled
to the landlord and several other men,
but the power of the law s so much
respected that naturally the pretended
pollcemen were helleved ngninst them.
I wae sent off to Mr. Maritz, whom 1
witnt to gee as quickly ns I can, and if
you and your comrades can get to the
scene befors the thieves have hustled
their vietims away—'"

The Inspector waited to near no
more. Al his professional pride was
on fire, “Gio on, Mr. Race," he broke
In; “we'll overlook your furlous driv-
ing this time. And have no fear for
your friends. It's a strange story yon
tell, but I know you, and 1 bellave |t
We've got bleyeles, and ns the house
s only a mile awny we'll be there he-
fare you can say ‘Jack Robinson.'*

"Take care you don't go bheyond the
legnl Himit"” Thughed Christopher ex-
eitedly, und sped off at & speed to risk
being “held up” by another palics
trap.

“First time in my life I was g'ad
to get cnught in one of those." he sad
to himself, "and T'd be willing to bet
It will be the lnst."

AL least it was the last for that
day; for he was not again stopped on
his way into town, though hid he been
ho must have confessed that he de-
served it Never had he driven so
fast through traffic, except on the day
when he followed the sutomobile with
the Nuremberg witch; and at the Iast
moment, us he drove through bronze
grtes into the milllonaire™s  fumous
courtyard, he Just escaped being
crashed inty by o passing motor om-
nibug.

Never had Christopher been naide
these maenificent gates before, but so
often hod he geen the courtyard ple-
tured in {lustroted papers, when the
house was new and the wonder of
London, thot marble walls nnd plllars,
Venetian windows and great bronze
statues, appenred familinr to him,

The gates had been opened, per-
Haps, for an electric brougham which
#tood before the door to pass out, and
the servantz in llvery glared dageers
at the reckiess chauffeur who dashed
In, risking a ecolllsion. But Christo-
pher stopped Scarlet Runner at o safe
distance, and ealled out that he wishad
to see Mr, Maritz on urgent business

At the gound of that nwme & gentie-
man jooked from the window of tho
brougham, and his  face had been
made famillar by the same methods
which immortalized his mansion

"1 eome from Mr. Van Cortiandt”
added Christopher, this time address-
Ing himself directly to the millionnlre
He expected to see a look of énlighten-
ment dawn on the clever, simewhat
hard, features. Hut, to his surprise,
for an inatant Poter Maorites appeared
purzied.  “Mr. Van Cortlandt?" he re-
peated queationingly. Then, with a
sliight exclamation and a changes  of
expression, he opened the door of the
broughim before his alert  servants
had time to touch it

“You have n messaze for ma from
M. Vian Cortlandt?" he usked,

“Not exnctly & message,” answered
Christopher, “But 1 have news of
importance.™

“Come indoors with me and tell it,

then," said Peter Marite, who had the
manners of a gentleman as well as the
wenlth of a millionaire

Christopher looked doubtful, *“I'm
not mure about leaving the car,” he
repiied in a lower volee. “1 may be
carrying sumething of—er—consider-
able vaiue.”

something of importance, is n matter
of fact she wmm't. She was a kind
of decoy duek.” .

“Phe mun Jacohs, who T venture to
hellove |5 o friaud, disguised, to look
like some one elge, left his overcoat
behind, very much against his will™

“Nn doubt it was against his will, if
| he had put a little parcel he cught to

haye had into one of ity pockets. Buot

there's nothing in that overcoat which
| can Interest me. And for the moment
| I'm not Interested in  this spurious
| Jacoby, who was probably furious at
heing =een hy Enn on the boat. What
! T want |s the thing which my nephew,
| whom you know as Mr. Van Cortlandt,
must have glven you to bring me, or
he would certainly not have sent you
awny from him with your car”

1 tell vou he pave me nothing™
persisted Christopher, beginning to re- /
nent the plercing glanee of the mil- ‘
Honaire. “If there is anything of his
on board It must be in his luggage.”

“Very well; we'll have the luggage
down,” eald Maritz, “and I will look
through It here and now, sitting by

P vour slde. Johnson!"—and he raised
his tone imperatively—"shut the
gates.”

The bronze gntes closed, and the
courtynrd hpenme as private as if it
had been o vast room,

The next order was for Van Cort-
landt’s sulfease to come down from
the roof of the car, where it had heen
placed when the new members joined
the party. A strange-looking, thin
tttle key on the milllonalre's watoh-
chiin opened the case as though it had
heen: made for the lock; and the
ahsent man's clothing, neatly folded
as if by o volet, oy exposed to view.
Peter Muaritz lifted  everything out,
ehook ench gnrment, and ransacked
each corner of the handsomsly fitted
plece of lugeage, but the thing he
gearched for was not there. He was
looking very stern and anxious now.,

“l am @8 sure as I am of my own
life that my nepheéw would not have
voluntarily romained in the hands of
thieves, sending you and your motor
Lon, if he hnd had on his person the
| thing I trugted him to bring back to
e, sald Marits, with grim  con=
fidence.  “He himself did not know
whether he, Miss Warren, or my old
servant Jacobs was carrying,back the
real thing or nn imitation! neverthe-
less, i he knew the chances were one
in three that he had the right one,
ho would hove died rather than risk } |
breaking fa!th with me.”

1 can give you no explanation of
the mystery,” sald Christopher.

“Now that you are here, in my
courtynrd, there I8 no reason why I
shouldn't confirm  your suspieions™
replled Marltz, in o more conollllatory

tone. Yoo ought to have with youn
the New Hoh-i-Noor, of which you
must have heard. You see I have }

canse for anxlety, and have had cause
rnough ever sinee the truth about my
purchase of the finest dismond found
in o hundred  wyebrs  unfortunotely
leaked out 1 was certain that n well
known gang of dlamond thleves would
be on the lsokout for the stone on (ta
way back from Amsterdam, and I did
my beat to guard it WiE  my
nephew's iden to employ ¥ou and
vour car; and knowing your name and
the reputation you made in Dalvania,
1 approved the notion. As for giving
vou a false name, he did nothing of
the sort. His middle name {§ Van
Cortlandt—his last is the same as
mine;: though he has lived much
wbroad, nnd, luckily for my project, Is
aeircely known here as yet.  You can
seo why he did not wish to give his
own name, Maritz, on account of the
associntion. It was better for vou to
know nothing, and you need have no
resentment if he wos not entirely
frank. The mission was not his own,
but mine, though If he succeeded ha
was Lo be made my private secretary,
with such & salary a8 to keep himself
and n wife, it he chose to take one—
Miss Warren, for Instance—in luxury
Now you understund what hung upon
success, for him, and you must see
that he would not ensily fall me. TR,
vou are hiding anything because you
think you haven't heen treated
fairly—"

Christopher broke in with a protests
but the position was now becoming
worse than uncomfortable. Hes waa
it his wits' end, and in his desperation
would have told the milllonaire to
send for the pollee and have him
gearched, I he chose, when a loud
clang at the gate bell cut him short.

“Keep everyhody ont!” eried Marits.

“What If it |s your nephew himaelf!™
exclaimed Christopher,

“Then let him in" amended the
master of the house; and an instant
Inter the smail gate at the gide of the
great ones wns opened to admit Van
Cortlandt-Marits, with Miss Warren.

“Hurrnh, unele!" cried the young
man.  “We hired a4 motor and came
on llke Hghining after the rescue, Poor
old Jacobs was drugzed on his way
to get the diamond, It seems; and
who but the notorious Tom Astiey did
the trick and disgulsed himsslf so well
I think even yon wouldn't have de-
tected the fround—so well he was ex-
actly like Jacobs' photographs which
vou showed me— and got the parcel,
But he's caught, and his three con-
foderates; and the diamond's In  his
overcoal This girl Ig the trump I told ==
you she would be, and her packet she
threw into the enr, as Mr. Raoe musg
have tald you."

“But your—yours, Ean; that Is
what I want,” aimost pantsd the mile
lionalre.

“I stuffed It into the petrol tank—
Just room to sjueeze It In' sald the
young man, calmly. Thon, turning to

the girl, he caught her hand, Won't
¥ou have a ‘story’ to write?" he cried,
“And it will hiave to end with our
wedding,

“Forgive mo for everything,
Race,” sald Petar Marite
come to that wedding. '™

ANOTHER ADVENTURE NEXT
WEEK

!

)

Mr.
“You must

Five Murderers Are
Doomed til_.ife in Pen

Chicago, Nov. 26—Five convicted
slayers were sentenced to life im-
prisonment here taday. Edward Het-
tinger, & subnormal youth, escaped the
noose hy pleading guilty to the mur-
der of Mrs, Agties Middleton, Gustave

Battaglia, Chicago Heights frunt mer- L |
chant, was sentenced for killing Philip
Caruso in a quarrel.  jolin Gloure was
sentenced for the muriler of john Ran-
ford, December 015, ‘Jahn More-
ley was sentenced for the murder of .

Daniel Fitzgerald and Chadrick Jene

AMaritz asked no further questions

kins for slaying Joseph Taylos.




